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closed, in the East Malaria Evening
Intelligence, Mrs. Jenkins found the
fire alarm number which is daily
printed in the local suburban newsps-
pers under the head of “Items of Im-
portance."

“if e forty-seven, it's at the cor-
per of Forest Crag avenue and Me-
Ginty strest — McOinty strect ia
named after an old Hugenot family,
and not bescause it has besn under
water so long, a8 the peoples who can
move away from here say!" Mrs, Jen-

kins continued.
“That's right near here, fan't It
asked Mrs. Jarr.
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East Malaria Fires Are Only
Another Excuse for Tangoing
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“Let's go sea the flre!” suggested
Mre, Jenkins, "It is evident that Mr,
denkina and Mr. Jurr got In on the
b.41 from the city and went to the
fire. Mr. Jenkins ulways comes home
on the 4l and NEVER goes to town
before the 8.12, so our social position
ia unguestioned. Why, we go with
families the heads of which never go
to the city before the 9,27, and who
ALWAYSB come home on the 5.08!"

Mrs, Jenkine suld thin with an alr
that showed she never associated
with people who went in on any of
the T o'clock in the morning traing,

“'m s0 hungry! We didn't ave
any luncheon when we left town,"

thing to eat,” remarked Mrs. Jarr,
adding her plaint to that of the Mias
Cackleberrys.

“I'm sorry, my dears, but there lsn't
a thing in the houmse,” mald Mprs.
Jenkine, “Mr. Jenkins was to bring
something for supper from the city,
and now he has gone to the fipe.
Would you rather walk up to Main
street and get some delicatessen or go
to the fire and xet the steak and
coffee and butter 1 asked Mr, Jenkins
to bring from town 7"

“Won't it be lost at the fire?—the
things to out, I mean," asked Mrs.
Jarr diamally.

“Certainly not!"™ replied Mrs, Jon-

“That's sensible,” exclalmed their
hostess, M snkins. "“What you
will like about éur fires in East Ma-
laria ig that they are so Informal No
putting on aire—just wear anythiny.
At Lonssomehurst, further up the
line, they put on BUCH style fur
fires it's sickening. As so many of
the Lonesomehurst firemen are insur-
ance clerka in the city they are called
“'he millionaire volunteer firemen'
in the city "'f"'
go to a night fire In evening dress
dinner jackets at the least,
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Obeyed Instructions.

’ B teacher of a large school
sent one of her acholare to buy
a pound of plums from a fruit
vender outside, relatea the Buffalo
Enquirer, and as she handed the lt-
tle girl 10 cents sald:

"Be sure, Mary, before buying the
plums to pinch one or Lwo, just to soe
that they are ripe.”

In a little while the girl returned
with flushed face and a triumphant
look in her eyes. Handing the teacher
the bag of plums, she the
money on the desk and exclaimed:

“l pinched one or two, as you told
me, and when the man wasn't looking
1 pinched a bagful.”

I:Thc Day’s Good Stories

language more forcible than cour-
teouns,

“Why,” msald Btevens, when the
otlar“ paused for breath, “your dog's

“Mad! Mad! You double dyed,
blankety blank fool, he ain't mad!"
"“Oh, aln't he?™ cut In Stevens.
“Gosh! I should be if any one kicked
m.lm like that."—Everybody's
asine.

A Mystery to Him.

HE late John Allen of Farming-
ton, Me, was noted for his
ready wit and cutting sarcasm,

One day while walking down the
streot he slipped on some lge and
fell. The Methodist minister of the
town happened to bhe mnear, and
helped the old man to his fest with
the remurk: “Binners stand onh elip-
pery ground, don’t they, John?"

“Yen," retorted Mr. Allen, “but 1
don't see how they do it."—Harpai's
Magazine,
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CLOTH A STRIPED SATEEN
MADRAS, AND I8 THE

BEST COLLAR MADE AT
2 FOR 38 CTS.




